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hospitality! There was an excellent Arab-made bell
tent beside the aeroplane, with two carpets to sleep on.
He had also sent out, I suppose on horse, a towel, soap,
basin to wash in, and a marvellous hot supper in an
aluminium canteen of saucepans which fitted one on
top of the other. Rice and curry and a sort of stew, all
very nicely cooked. I was flabbergasted. In the West
we simply do not know the meaning of hospitality.
And I fancy that under Naif's scowl
was hidden the anxiety that every
detail for our comfort should be
worked out to the pitch of exactitude,
His bodyguard had evidently received
orders to guard us with their lives;
and by Jove they did. Farnan had
his camp bed, but I had my valise
only, so lytook the two carpets* The
Arabs made a fire outside the tent
door and squatted round it.

After dark I -saw the Arabs load
up their rifles and loosen their knife-
slings. Probably all Arabs do this
at night, but it gave me a funny
feeling down my back, away there
miles from anywhere in the dark with the grim wild
figures silhouetted against the flickering fire. Just
to show them that we had guns we got out our
pistols and ostentatiously loaded them. But I am sure
they would never have touched us. If you are an
Arab's guest you are safe, and he is bound to protect
you with his own life. When we had eaten our supper
and turned in, two of the guard came in with more
and asked us if we wanted them, and I accepted
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